x	A xMODERN COMEDY
present and the past generations.    People will not provide
against that which they cannot see ahead.
All this, of course, refers only to that tenth or so of the
population whose eyes are above the property line ; below
that line there are no Forsytes, and therefore no need for
this preface to dip. What average Englishman, moreover,
with less than three hundred a year ever took thought for
the future, even in Early Victorian days ?
This Modern Comedy, then, is staged against a back-
ground of that more or less fixed quantity, Soames, and his
co-father-in-law, light weight and ninth baronet, Sir
Lawrence Mont, with such subsidiary neo-Victorians as the
self-righteous Mr. Danby, Elderson, Mr. Blythe, Sir James
Foskisson, Wilfred Bentworth, and Hilary Charwell.
Pooling their idiosyncrasies, qualities, and mental attitudes,
one gets a fairly comprehensive and steady past against
which to limn the features of the present—Fleur and
Michael, Wilfrid Desert, Aubrey Greene, Marjorie Ferrar,
Norah Curfew, Jon, the Rafaelite, and other minor char-
acters. The multiple types and activities of to-day—even
above the Plimsoll line of property—would escape the
confines of twenty novels, so that this Modern Comedy is
bound to be a gross under-statemert of the present genera-
tion, but not perhaps a libel on it. Symbolism is boring,
so let us hope that a certain resemblance between the case
of Fleur and that of her generation chasing the serenity
of which it has been defrauded may escape notice. The
fact remains that for the moment, at least, youth is balanc-
ing, twirling on the tiptoes of uncertainty. What is to
come ? Will contentment yet be caught ? How will it all
settle down ? Will things ever again settle down—who
knows ? Are there to come fresh wars, and fresh inven-
tions hot-foot on those not yet mastered and digested ?
Or will Fate decree another pause, like that of Victorian

